THE    MEMOIRS    OF
*Let him be confined in camp until next Tuesday, and
then brought to court/ ordered the Superintendent, and
at dinner-time Rashleigh was marched back and handed
over to old Tom Row.
*Oho! thee be'est a dangerous beast!' he said, with a
grin. 'Oi'll take care thee does no more dommage for a
while.*
He thereupon dragged Rashleigh to an unroofed tri-
angular space, enclosed by the walls of two huts and a high
palisade, through a strong wicket in which he thrust his
prisoner with a force that sent him headlong, losing his
hat as he went through.
'There/ jeered Tom Row, 'thee bees safe enough now!
Thee'll knock nobody's brains out now, I'll warrant thee,
unless it's thee's own/
The sun was at its zenith, and Rashleigh, being bare-
headed, was soon giddy and sick from the heat upon his
throbbing head, but it was not until middle afternoon that
he -was able to sit in the shadow of one of the walls of his
open-air prison. His dinner, a morsel of salt meat and a
dumpling of boiled maize meal, had been brought to him
soon after he was thrown in, but his heat sickness made
him unable to eat anything for some time. When, after the
shade had relieved his agony somewhat, he wished to eat,
he had to drop to his knees and lie on his belly and gnaw
his food on the dish like an animal, owing to his liands
being fettered behind his back. In this state he was left
from Thursday until the following Tuesday, without the
handcuffs being removed. The autumn nights were as
piercingly cold as the days were hot, and the dews were
heavy, so that he spent the nights shivering in wet clothes.
Aching and fatigued as he was, sleep was almost an impos-
sibility, as he could not lie down with any ease, and the